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TERS comic! In this issue the guys have to cope 
with rather a delicate operation, trying to ward off 
the surgical spirits in Florence Frightingale! 

Peter and Slimer suffer a bad case of tunnel vision 
when they are summoned by the secret service to 
deal with an agent more spectral than special, in Eye 
Spy Spooks! We can't tell you anymore, it’s all very 
hush hush, you'll just have to investigate the story to 
find out for yourself! The sludge problem really 
seems to be getting out of hand and there are 
beasties everywhere in the final episode of Doom In 
The Dumps! Is this too much even for our boys? 

Then there is a fantastic Fiendish Feet Competi- 
tion in which you could win one of 40 Beach Packs! 
Not only that, but next week there's the chance for 
you to win a whole year’s supply of sweets from 
Swizzels Matlow! So don’t miss it! 
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ere it is, punctual as ever, THE REAL GHOSTBUS- 
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BET 
VENKRIMVIAN 


EGON 
SPENGLER 


RAY 
STAN VC 


WINSTON 
ZEDDMORE 


JANINE 
MECNTRZ © 


/ RELAX, PEOPLE! NOW BETTER GET THAT ARM 
1 WE'VE CAGED THEM ,YOU CHECKED PETER, THAT WAS A 
NEED NEVER BE BOTHER- ASTY CUSHIONING YOU TOOK?! 


ED BY CHHAIP WOLVES 7 . f 


i 


"COOL IT, RAY: 
(FEEL FINE / 


BET TER SAFE THAN OUR PATIENTS ARE 


‘BORRY! THIS BRAND-NEW, GIVEN EVERY THING 
THEY NEED! JUST TELL } 


HIGH-TECH, STATE-OF -THE- 
SSA ARTMEDICALCENTEE OS WHAT YOH WANTS 


LKwiee SORT YOU OUT 
IN No TIME / 54 jae" 


~ : =~ y, 
: fZ HOSPITAL IS 
; ( A HOSP ITAL-AND 
\ | DOM 'T LIKE 


=< 


COULD YOU TAKE THIS SAW 
DOWN TO THE CARPENTER, 
AND TELL HIM TO COLLECT 
ALL THE OTHER TOOLS HE / 
LEFT BEHIND AFTER FIXING 
THE DOOR INMY OF FICE P 


YOU'VE GOT NOTHING TO GOOD DAY, 
WORRY ABOHT, SIR, AS I'M ALL! 
SURE OHR CHIEF SURGEON : 
WILL ASSURE YOU. 


Story GLENN DAKIN@ Art TONY O'DONNELL and DAVE HARWOOD @ Lettering CIE@ Colouring STUART PLACE 
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JUST STEP INHERE, MY EY 
GOOD FELLOW, AND SOMEONE, 
WILL X-RAY YOU. 


WE'LL CATCH YOU 
LATER, PETER. BE 
‘A BRAVE BoY! 


AND IT WORKS EVEN 
BETTER IF IT'S 


SWITCHED ONT 
2 en 


ULFIERK: JUST 
REMEMBERED AN APF- 
OINTMENT SOMEWHERE 
ON THE OTHER SIDE 

OF THE FLANETS 


WE KNOW THAT, WE'RE 
TAKING YOU THERE TO 
HAVE ONE! 


LOOKS LIKE I'VE COME TO 
THE RIGHT PLACE ‘THAT x— 
RAY SCREEN WORKS 

REAL GOOD! 


WE'RE TAKING 
YOU PONN TO 
\THE ACCIDENT 


VISITORS FOR 
MR NENKMAN/ 


WKES’ THERES 
NOBODY UNDER J 


THERE / 


30 WHERE'S * 
PETER? 


BUT BPON'T WORRY, 

WE SHOLILON'T HAVE 
ANY PKOBLEMS 
EXTRACTING IT 
FROM HIM‘ 


DON'T GO NEAR HIM! BUT HE ONLY 
HE HAS A AIGHLY CAME IN WITH 
INFECTIOUS A BAP ARM! 
DISEASE / 


SOMETHING 
SUSPICIOUS 
A ABOUT THIS! 


DOWN BELOW... THIS MAN IS 


a SUFFERING 
b FROM A BAD 


4 CIAGNOSIS, 
Doctor? 


OH, GOODIE! | LOVE 
OPERATIONS! HAVE 
YOU EATEN TODAY, 
YOUNG MAN 7 


THAT'S FUNNY— 
NEITHER HAS OHR 
LITTLE PET! 


FIND OUT WHAT 


WELL, AT LAST 
WEVE BUSTED 
THAT CREEPY 


|CAN ANSWER 
THAT QUESTION, 
GHOSTBUSTERS/ 
IM AFRAID TO SAY 
OUR MOPERN, PREAM 
HOSPITAL HIDES A 
HORRIBLE SECRET. 


WITH HER OWN STAFF 
OF WICKED CREATUR 


IGNORE 'EM/ 


a 


YOU SHOULD HAVE “= =<J'I'VE GOT AN IDEA TO LURE 


NOW SHE'S RETURNED 
TO MAKE LIFE AMISERY CALLED THE PROF — \ | HER OUT, RAY, BUT IT'LL 
FOR TOPAY'S FATIENTS- ESSIONALS IN, SIR, : REQUIRE YOU TO BE HER 


INSTEAD OF TRYING 
TO KEEP IT ASECRET. 
NASTY SFPO00KS DON'T y ; 
GO AWAY IF YOU 


IT WAS BUILT ON THE SITE OF A 
HOSPITAL THAT WAS HERE IN 
VICTORIAN TIMES - A HOSFITAL 
RUN BY FLORENCE FRIGHTINGALE ¢ 
HER HOSPITAL HAD ATERRIBLE 
REPUTATION. PATIENTS WERE 
ACARED TO GO THERE -ANP 

FEW THAT 21D GO EVER LEFT! 


NEXT VW/ICTM... 
ERR - FATIENT/ 


NONSENSE’ EVERY BODY 


SOON. | I'M IN ABSOLUTELY 
PERFECT HEALTH, COCTOR 
SPENGLER/ I'M ASFITASA 
FIPDLE ON STEROIDS! IF |WAS 
ANY HEALTHIER, THEY'D BE 
TRYING KRYPTONITE OUT ON ME! 


y IF YOU LOOK 
HARD ENOLIGH / 


SORRY, GANG- WE'RE a yY THE ECTO-TRAIL 
IN CHARGE OF THIS (a SUGGESTS PETER 
OPERATION / oT ; IS DOWN HERE / 


KEEP IT DOWN, § 
GUYS, YOU'LL WAKE 
UP FIDO 7 


EF DON'T WORRY -IT'LL 
ALL BE OVER 
BEFORE YOU 
KNOW IT / 


BUT HOW DID : OH, (IuUsT Mil TOEXPRESSOUR ‘NG : 
YOUFLATTEN ¥ APPLIEP A | | /GRATITUOE,WE WOULD 

THAT MONSTER Pee Mt LIKE TO TREAT YOU ALL pak 
SQ ANESTHETIC! | SATO AFREE CHECK-UP! 

I THINK WE'D ‘aT 


WITHOLIT YOR 
i—< 2 { ALL RATHER 


" "FANTASTIC FREE 


GHOSTBU F BO 


NWN 


FANTASTIC! FREE estes 


thE Ca 
Wiianver 


Art /ay THE'RE 
s ww = 
U3 
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Before | start this week, | 
really must congratulate 
lvan Otherwun, who wrote 
to me to say that after 
sitting nineteen entrance 
exams and staging several 
practical deomonstrations, 
he had finally been given a 
place at the University of 
Majick Scholars and Presti- 
digitators. Well done, Ivan! 
The entrance requirements 
for this celebrated Paranor- 
mal college are very 
exacting. | know. They 
turned me down, after all. 
The U.M.S.P. is a_ little- 
known institution, though 
its influence is great. It is 
one of the six major colleges 
for wizards and magicians 
worldwide, and has been 
graduating celebrated 
magic users for nearly six 
centuries. It is, perhaps, 
high time |! covered the 
Magic Universities in this 
column. Apart from 
U.M.S.P. they are: 
Eaten — set in the rolling 
hills of Wimblehampdown- 
shire, Eaton accepts only 
scholars of the finest magi- 
cal talent. Their first year as 
freshwizards is spent simply 
coping with the seasickness 
the rolling hills induce. 
Motto: ‘Haec Gustam Sic In 
Transit Mundi’ [lit: “Sorry 
about the mess | made in 
the school bus at the begin- 
ning of the week” J. 


NA OE 


Waile — specialising in con- 
jurors and practitioners of 
sleight-of-hand, Waile is 
one of the foremost Amer- 
ican magic colleges. Motto: 
‘Rex Quondam Juvabit Sty- 
lis’ [lit: “Someday I'll work 
out where Rex hid my foun- 


tain pen”. 


Doomberry College, North- 
bridgeshire — many and 
bizarrely talented are the 
necromantic students who 
come from this dank and 
dingy cloister in the darkest, 
windiest armpit of the UK. 
Motto: ‘Olim Rejuvinisse 
Vitam Avanculum’ [lit: “I'd 
swear on the grave of my 
uncle, if | hadn't brought 
him back to life last week”]. 
L’ Institute de Manifesta- 
tiones Apparitionelle — to 
be found in the quiet back- 
streets of the left bank in 
Paris, though no one knows 
quite where the bank was 


left, or even who saw it last. 
Vondahuck was a graduate 
student there, and it was in 
the Institute that he wrote 
his masterly ‘1 Was An Gra- 
duate At L’Institute De 
Manifestations Appar- 
itionelle’. Motto: ‘Veni Vidi 
Video’ [lit: “When | came in 
here, | could have sworn | 
was on You've Been Fra- 
med” ]. 

Miskaginton University — 
deep in the heart of the 
New England town of Har- 
kam, Mass. This University is 
perhaps the most revered 
worldwide for the standard 
of its graduates. Then 
again, as students of Waile 
have remarked, when 
you're surrounded by that 
much dark, dismal and 
depressing gothic wilder- 
ness, what else is there to 
do but study? Motto: ‘Quo 
Impequinius Alarum Ave Ad 
Hoc Vobistrum In Cardio 
Atruim Est’ [lit: “You will 
observe there is nothing in 
the hat, and voila, this is the 
heart you first thought of, 
your own, in fact, and it’s 
out here in the hall. Hello? 
Hello, sir?”]. 

To which | can only add the 
motto of my old magic 
college: ‘Meminisse Per 
Aduam Excellcis Vobis’ [lit: 
“If he tried harder, he could 
do better, I'd say”]. 
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When The Real Ghostbusters are called to the Headquarters of the Very 
Secret Service, Peter and Slimer soon get an eyeful of the problems 
they face... 


Ge for you, Egon,” drawled Janine, 
holding out the phone to the tall 
scientist. Egon blinked and looked up 
from the Semi-Alternating Dimensional 
Detector he was working on. “Who is it?” 
he asked. 

“Wouldn't say,” snapped Janine. “You 
going to answer it, or shall | tell them 
you've been delayed with a Class nine 
Demon in the bathroom again?” 

“Janine,” Egon said calmly, reaching for 
the phone, “you know perfectly well that | 
did not deliberately conjure up a sudden 
manifestation of ecto-corporeal energies 
whilst shaving in order to miss our last 
dinner date.” 

“Hey, give Egon a break,” agreed Peter. 
“Guys like him don’t have foam fights 
with ghosts in the bathroom every day of 
the week.” 

“Just once a fortnight,” Janine replied, 
glaring at Peter and handing Egon the 
receiver. 

“Egon Spengler?” snapped the voice on 
the phone. “Are you talking in code to 
your compatriots?” 

“Erm, no,” said Egon, blinking again. 
“We're just having a business argument.” 
Janine sniffed, loudly. 

“Hmm,” said the voice. “Sounded like 
code to me. Never mind, that isn’t 
important right now. We need you over 
here right away. Major spook problem. 
Danger to the free world. You under- 
stand.” 

“Where's ‘here’?” asked Egon, puzzled. 
“Can't tell you that. State Secret, Speng- 
ler.” 

Egon smiled. “Look, this isn’t another of 
those weird secret service jobs again, is it? 
Only last time. . .” 

“Secret Service? Who mentioned a secret 
service? We're a universal export com- 
pany. A car will pick you and your known 
partners up in five minutes on the corner 
of Seven and Eleventh. The driver will be 
wearing a green tie and speak with a 
limp.” 
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“A limp?” 

"Sorry, lisp. That's another story.” The 
voice paused and Egon felt sure he could 
hear the Star Spangled Banner playing in 
the background. “This is a big one, 
Spengler,” the man continued. “You think 
you can handle it?” 

"Certainly, sir — but it would help to know 
what we're up against.” 

“Well,” said the voice. “| can’t tell you 
exactly without proper identification — 
but we think the Other Side have 
employed a ghost to spy on us. . .” 


Fifteen minutes later, kitted in their 
Ghostbusters Proton Packs and uniforms, 
armed with PKE Meters, Proton Guns and 
accompanied by Slimer, The Real Ghost- 
busters found themselves outside a dull- 
looking skyscraper in downtown New 
York. “Thith ith it,” said the driver, 
pointing to the building.“Good luck.” 
“Aren't you supposed to self-destruct or 
something now?” asked Ray as they got 
out of the car. But the man ignored him 
and drove off. 

"| think we're being watched,” said 
Winston, raising his Proton Gun. 

“Of course we're being watched,” said 
Peter. “Egon explained that we'd been 
hired by the Secret Service.” 

“If we choose to accept the mission, of 
course,” added Ray. “Spies from the Other 
Side! Ghost agents! What a weird idea.” 
Egon studied his PKE Meter. “When our 
‘contact’ mentioned the Other Side, | 
don’t think he meant the Other Side we 
normally deal with. | think he meant 
another Other Side. However, they are 
apparently using ghost agents, so you 
were right on that count.” 

“Another Other Side?” said Ray, scratch- 
ing his head. “How many Other Sides are 
there? Or is this the Other Other Side 
we're dealing with?” 

“Exactly,” said Egon. “I’m glad you 
understood.” With that, he walked into 
the building. 


AEE OSS RE RED ENTREE: 


“Slimereeee puzzled,” said Slimer, chew- 
ing an onion and marmalade sandwich 
and following Egon into the cold, dark 
lobby of the building, closely followed by 
the rest of the Ghostbusters. 

“Let's go over this again,” said Peter, 
looking carefully at a pool of glistening 
ecto-slime on the front desk. “The secret 
service — or the Very Secret Service, or the 
Most Secret Service — give us a ring 
because this building has become 
haunted. Everything they do, here has 
been reported in the press, so the whole 
place was checked for bugs.” 

“Looks too modern for cockroaches to 
me,” said Ray, his PKE Meter clicking 
wildly. 

“Checked for listening devices,” Peter 
continued, “but they found nothing. Then 
agents started disappearing —” 

“And reappearing covered in ecto-slime, 
gibbering all sorts of secret stuff as 
though they'd been questioned by the 
Other Side,” finished Winston. 

“What sort of ecto-slime?” asked Ray. 
“Just like that pool Peter stepped in,” 
replied Winston, then his eyes widened in 
alarm. “Peter!!” 

“Yeuck”, groaned Peter. “Slimer, did 
you —” but that was all he had time for 
because the next think he knew, he and 
Slimer were somewhere else. Somewhere 
that could have been on the Other Side, 
and not the foreign Other Side. The weird 
Other Side. The strange Other Side. Slimer 
gulped. Peter gaped as a huge wall of 
eyes, hundreds of thousands of eyes 
appeared, slurping and warping right 
over them. “Uh-oh,” said Slimer, “Peteree 
budeee, help!” 

“Answer our questions,” said the weird 
shapes. “What is the capital of Peru? 
Name the shoe size frequented by Agent 
99. Is it a jam sandwich?” 

“What is this?” muttered Peter. “You can't 
threaten us. We're experts at threats 
ourselves and yours don’t rate very highly, 
you know.” 

“Aw — this one’s not afraid,” said one of 
the ghosts with scary eyes. “That's no fun. 
The others were always frightened and 
told us lots of interesting things.” 


“Let me go!” shouted Peter, raising his 
Proton Gun and firing at the swirling 
spooks. It fizzled and went dead. “Your 
weapons have no power here,” said the 
ghosts. “You will answer our questions. 
The Other Side will not be denied. What is 
the square root of a cucumber?” 

Then Slimer gave a terrible burp and the 
figures retreated, blinking furiously. 
“Scusseee me,” said Slimer. “Foodee go 
down wrong way.” 

“Name the — sniff — third most — sniff — 
popular man in Croydon,” asked another 
spook, its eyes blinking menacingly. Then 
suddenly it started to cry. 

“Slimer, breathe in their eyes,” shouted 
Peter. “Throw them the rest of your 
sandwich,” he added. “They don't like the 
onions! 

"Slimereee save Peter?” asked Slimer, 
grinning. 

“Yes! | mean, perhaps! | mean — oh, all 
right Slimer, save me!” 

“Okeeedokey,” giggled the ghost and 
breathed again. They spooks wailed. “We 
can’t stand it,” they screamed, “we'll let 
you go. We'll go! Just stop it!” 

Suddenly, Slimer and Peter were back in 
the skyscraper. The ecto-slime popped out 
of existence, the air conditioning came on 
and the lights lit up. “That feeling of 
being watched - it’s gone,” said Winston, 
sighing with relief. Egon held up his PKE 
Meter which read normal levels. “| think 
the secret service got its building back,” he 
said, smiling. 

“What happened?” asked Ray. “Did you 
find the Other Other Side? Or was it 
Another Side, but different?” 

Peter looked at Slimer, who smiled, 
wondering how many pizzas he could get 
out of Peter as a ‘thank you for rescuing 
me but don’t tell the others’ present. As 
the ghost licked his lips, Peter put out a 
finger to his and whispered. “It's Top 
Secret, Ray. Eye don’t think you'd believe 
me anyway!” 


MICROSCOPIC GHOST 


At the Research Hospital Of 
The Institute For The Study Of 
Unknown Diseases (a 
mouthful in itself!) the 
medical profession were 
tongue-tied over one 
particular case. A patient 
called Mr Beresford had 
developed a virus of the 
supernatural sort, positively 
puzzling Professor 
Meindbindal and reducing 
Doctor Fuserblown to a 
quivering, medical molecule! 
Doctor Spengler, otherwise 
known as Egon, and the rest 
of the Real Ghostbusters 
were admitted to the 
Supernatural Centre where 
the victim of the virus was 
‘hanging out’ — or at least, 
where his tongue was 
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THE REALGHOSTBUSTERS 


hanging out! Spooky blood 
samples were taken to the 
lab, where a murky, 
microscopic ghost was found 
to be the creepy culprit. 
Fortunately, however, 
Egon concocted a special 
Proton Serum which aided 
the bodies own defence 
system, making the micro- 
menace the only casualty 
around. Tongues were still 
wagging, only now in 
reference to the way Mr 
Beresford’s body had fought 
back, with a little help, of 
course, from The Real 
Ghostbusters! 
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_ THEY'RE NEW...THEY’RE AWESOME...THEY'RE SQUISHY 
~ AND THEY'RE ONE INCH TALL...AND WHAT'S MORE, 
oo THERE SO0ZE - 

EY SAVE HUMANITY, OR DESTRO 


© 1991 MORRISON. 
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ENOUGH STAY PUT! i! [aWavaw.an a 20'4) 
ALREAPY! STAY AWAY 


FROM YOUR 
THE GREEN 
BARRELS... TEAM IS ON 
OUR SIDE! 


«ee OR ONLY 
ONE OF US WILL 
ENJOY WHAT HAPPENS, 
AND IT WON’T BE you! 


Part Four: Oh, brother, it’s 
the mother! The monster 
that's emerged from the 
Choate Chemical Com- 
pany’s dump has some 
friendstoo... 


THEN WE’VE 
BEEN ON THE 
WRONG SIDE/ 


STOP! YOU'LL RUIN - 
EVERY THINGS 


WHAT's THAT ASML BUT THE 
Hosez 
We COULON'T 
WITH ANY HAVE 
LUCK, ITS A CREATED 
SPECIAL DELIVERY THATL 
JUST FOR 
YOuL 


THIN Ne QyeR Z\\ Van ll 
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SPEAKING OF 
MINDLESS ANP 
UNSTOPPABLE... 


IT RE-ANIMATES 
THE RECENTLY 
DEAD, TO CREATE 
AN UNBEATABLE 
ARMY: THE ULTIMATE 
SHOCK TROOPS -+- 
MINDLESS.-, UNSTOPPABLE... 
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THAT THING 
THAT ROSE FROM 
THE SWAMP IS WHAT'S 
BEHIND THE 
CREATURES-- THEY'RE 
EXTENSIONS OF IT 
LIKE MULTIPLE 
HANDS! 


MAN, THAT'S 
S LOUD AS THE 
VOICE OF POOML 


FOR EONS TZ 
SLEPT THE FINAL 
SLEEP-- UNTIL 

| DISTUREBEL. 
WE CHOSE NOT 
TO WAR ON 
HUMAN ENT/- 


COOL GLOW OF 
NIGHT. WITH 
MORE OF THE 
SLUOGE OF 
LIFE WE WILL 
BE SELF- 
SUFFICIENT. 


DOCTOR DIABLO 
WON'T TRY TO STOP _YOU. 
ANY MORE, WILL YA’, poce A 


STOP THEM! YOu HIRED US TO SOLVE YOUR 
I HIRED you . PROBLEM, THE SWAMP ISN’T YOUR 
GHOSTBUSTERS } PROBLEM, DOCTOR DIABLO AND 
TO PREVENT HIS ETHICAL MORASS ARE 

"Wy YOUR PROBLEMS, 


YOU'RE EVEN 
MORE SLIMY ON 
THE INSIPVE THAN I AM ON 
THE OUTSIDE! THAT MEANS 
WE CHARGE YOU POUBLE/ 
BEING OBNOXIOUS WARRANTS 
EXTRA SERVICE CHARGES. 


WE NO LONGER I'LL PAY YoU 
NEED RESIST THE J] fh ANYTHING To 
SOOTHING CALL f - FORGET WHAT 
OF THE ORB OF } YOU'VE SEEN 
MIGHT. NOW WE HERE! 
CAN EMBRACE fF 

THE SOUL 

OF EARTH. 


AND HALT THE 
PRODUCTION OF HOS92 
WHILE RECALLING WHAT 
YOU'VE ALREADY MADE. 


BUT THIS IS 

‘A GOVERNMENT 

CONTRACT! I’M COUNTRY, NOT 
APPEALING LOVE OF 

TO YOUR ‘ MONEY 
PATRIOTISM! : 


Vy 


e WEAH 
OTHERWISE 
I'D BE THE MOST 


| HOW CAN -{ Just BECAUSE WE YEAH, WE HAVE \ 
you BE | CAN BE RENTEC DOESN'T | | OUK SeLF-ResPecT 
f ete 


IRREVERENT? | MEAN WE CAN BE 
t'M OFF > WERE YOU 
fa ; ip : OFFERINGZ 


THE NEXT DAYco: i. OP acs ca 


I‘M~PLEASED WE oe 

COULD COME TO " ‘ 

| AN UNDER- : 
STANDING. - 


I 
Nb 


i 


THANKS FOR 
THE INDUSTRIAL- 
STRENGTH SHOWER- 
SORRY ABOUT THE 
MESS IN THE LOCKER 
WILL TELL ME IF ROOM, THOUGH. MAYBE 
THERE'S BEEN ANY | | You CAN MAKE Some | 
MISUNDERSTANPINGS, SANDWICHES WITH ITL 


OUR 
GOVERNMENT 
CONTACTS 


OF CouRSsE! I'LL 
HAVE TO ORPER IT FROM 
ANOTHER PLANT, BUT IT 
SHOULD ARRIVE WITHIN 
YOUR ANTI-HOS92 A COUPLE PAYS, Z’LL JUST 
AGENT FAILED, y ‘ DUMP IT DOWN THE PIPES 
DO YOU HAVE A : a6 | THAT DRAIN INTO THE 
“NEUTRALIZING : Ne SWAMP? er , 

AGENTZ % fren 


I INTEND TO 
SALVAGE A MEASURE 
OF SELF-RESPECT 
FROM THIS, SINCE 


7 AND 
WHAMO, NO 
MORE TALKING 

TRASH HEAPS! 


WHY IS DOCTOR 
DIABLO STOPPED UP 


| MORNING AS : 
ELLIS TOHNSON J 
PRIVES IN. - 

| 70 THE 
PLANTe+- 


AHEAD ON THE 
CREST OF THAT 
HILLZ 


WE MAY. 

AS WELL CAN- 
CEL THE SHIPMENT 
OF THE NELUTRALIZER., 
IT’S TOO LATE, THE 
THING GOT 
AWAY?! 
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s you can see from the chaos in this fun picture, the Fiendish 
Feet are getting ready for their summer holiday away from the 
gm i'\ “cold of the Fiendish Fridge. 
\} To help them enjoy their holiday even more, they have put together 
! a Fiendish Beach Pack containing all the items they need for a fun 
} day out in the sun - a unique Fiendish Feet T-Shirt, a colourful 
i ae ) beach bag, a really cool pair of sunglasses (just like Howling 

<a --=~<onee _.---"" 4 in stl a super beach ball. 4 

OO een \nd to help you enjoy your summer the Fiendish Feet have 
—= =" given us 40 packs fo give away fo winners of this fun competition! 

ME LOOKS REALLY Coot. “@@A\| you need to do is study the clues on the eight suitcases 
AUS SHADES ictured and work out which suitcase belongs to which 

ndish Feet character illustrated in the picture. Once you 
ink you have got the right answer, write the character's name 
n his suitcase, fill in the entry form provided and then send both 
_ of these sections to: Fiendish Summer Competition, PO Box1961, 
Hall Green, Birmingham B28 OXU. 
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NNENN ES oc aoc csecprcsnsta recta am pak tea e 0 tee hadetansyayasdcdectnenoeie vs Gheaacsenqeasvrech eg Postcode ..................00 
Rules 1. The winners will be the first correct entries drawn from the bag after 28th June 1991, each will win a Fiendish Beach Pack. 2. The Editor's decision is final and no correspondence will be entered into. 
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Slimer wants your 
jokes! Send’em 


to: SLIME TIME 
Marvel Comics Ltd 


13/15 Arundel Street 


What do ghosts wear on their 
feet? 

Boooooooooots! 

— Kenneth Hague, Rotheram 


Why do vampires drink blood? 
Because ginger beer makes 
them burp! 

— Sangar Manokkan, London 


What disease does Dracula 
fear most? 

Tooth decay! 

— Martin Kent, London 


London 
Wc2 


Why did the young ghost push 
his father into the deep 
freeze? 

Because he wanted some iced 
pop! 

— Robin Kelsle, Gringley-on- 
the-Hill 


Who sits at the bottom of the 
sea and makes offers you can’t 
refuse? 

The Codfather! 

-Vincenzo Castronvo, Wal- 
tham Cross 


UZZLEBUSTER! 


PLUS A FREE SWEETS FOR AYEAR COMPETITION 
IN ISSUE 155 OF 


it's horrific and ghastly and Ney | 
what's more, it’satruetaleofterror! | 


here is. a 


fisherman in. 


Florida who is 

convinced 

that the ghost 
of a construction worker 
has put a curse on the 
Sunshine Skyway Bridge. 
The man put forward his 
theory after sixty people 
died in four separate 
shipping disasters which all 
happened by the bridge at 
Tampa Bay within a five 
month period. 

The first disaster happe- 
ned in the cold winter 
month of January. Twenty 
three coastguards were 
killed when an oil tanker 
smashed into the cutter 
they were travelling in. The 
next accident occurred 
only a few weeks after- 
wards. In February, a 
freighter crashed into one 
of the main supports of the 
bridge, and less than two 


Dare you read on? 


weeks later a tanker lost 
control and went hurtling 
into the main span. Many 
people died in these 
accidents, but by far the 
worst tragedy to occur at 
the jinxed bridge happe- 
ned in May. A 10,000 ton 
freighter, the Summit Ven- 
ture, was approaching the 
bridge during a terrible 
storm. The wind was 
howling, and the rain 
lashed fiercely against the 
huge ship. In these horren- 
dous conditions, the skip- 
per misjudged his 
approach, and the ship 
went thundering into one 
of the main bridge sup- 
ports. A huge section of 
the road running over it 


collapsed. Thirty two peo- 


ple died, as cars, lorries and 
a Greyhound bus plunged 
into the icy water, more 
than 150 feet below. 
The bridge, which was 
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built in the 1950s, is four 
miles long, and seems to 
have been cursed by 
terrible incidents ever 
since. More than forty 
people have committed 
suicide by throwing them- 
selves off it, and there are 
countless unexplained 
traffic accidents on the 
road which crosses over it. 

So, will the Sunshine 
Skyway Bridge continue to 
be the scene of horrific 
accidents? Is it just a 
combination of bad luck 


-and coincidence that 


causes it to be the setting 
for so many terrible 
calamities, or is there a 
more sinister reason? Has 
the tragic death of one 
construction worker. all 
those years ago caused 
countless more since? 
Maybe we shall never 
know... 
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(in JUST 7 DAYS 72 


RY’ Fun for the whole family 
RY 2-4 players, ages 7-Adult 


BOARD GAME 


Please send me 
BACK TO THE FUTURE 
BOARD GAMES 

| enclose a Cheque/Postal 
Order. for the £10.99 
(inc. Postage & Packing) 
Made payable to:- 

MOVIE LICENSING GAMES 


NAME 


| 
ADDRESS 


SIGNATURE 


: ! . 
JOIN THE FANTASTIC ADVENTURE! BASED |POST TO: 

YOU ARE MARTY McFLY. BY oN MOVIE LICENSING 
TRAVELLING THROUGH FOUR ALL 'GAMES 
Srertrmaaevencentme time SMS" MF | tae 

IS TRAPPED IN 1885 MOVIES LONDON WC' pian 
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